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/MWent.ToIKEAOnMyFirst.Date// 


Author's Notes: 
This was a major plot bunny, and | really wanted to write something for Darkthrone. l'm not sure this is 
shippable but | did it anyway! | might write a companion fic for how they got together 


//somewhere in Sweden in 1990 


It turned out it was only Gylve who didn't know what IKEA was, because Ted started snickering right as soon 
as they got into the parking lot. 


Unsure of what happened to the promise of a classy yet cheap restaurant chain, Gylve quickly realized that 
IKEA wasn't some Swedish fast food place, Ikea was a big, fat fucking housewares store. 


"And you didn't tell me?!" His mouth unhinged in shock as he stared at the demonic blue rectangle. 


Ted simply offered him a apologetic smile, unclicking his seatbelt: 


"| really wanted to see how far you'd take this, sorry" 
Over 300 miles. Apparently. 
It was originally Per's idea. He suggested it when they were all hanging out together, last Saturday: 


They were watching MTV and waiting on Varg and Jan to return from Navesen, hopefully with more beer and 


something to eat 
Gylve had asked them if they knew anywhere to go since they'd be on a trip to Sweden next week 

"| know a place you can go" Per said innocently, looking up from his notebook with a little tilt of his shoulder. 
"You do?" Gylve perked up, trying not to seem too eager since they werent really.‘out yet 


"Yeah, | had my first date there, it's called IKEA. big, clean place" he nodded solemnly, staring at his shins with 


his lips pursed in. 

He heard a snort and turned to Øystein, who choked on Coke mid-sip, staring at Per in shock. 

He quickly changed his demeanour back to lazily reclining into the seat this time with a cat like smile: 
‘| couldn't agree more, it's cheap and it's classy’ 


Gylve relaxed his shoulders for a second and turned towards to Ted who also looked uncharacteristically 


amused, his cheeks puffed out as though he was trying not to laugh. 

But that's not what bothered him: 

"Wait.what do you mean ‘date?! 

Øystein answered first this time, brushing his hair out of his face as he drank the remainder of his soft drink. 
"We all know you play with each other's sticks" 

Well.that went easier then expected. 

Looking around, Gylve looked like he was about to cry, or scream, or do a combination of both as he walked 
through the yellow coloured store. 


"They were only partially lying, there really is a restaurant in here" Ted nervously told him. 


Coincidentally right as they passed a venue that sold hot dogs, ice cream and everything else you don't need to 
venture outside of Norway to obtain 


Although you didn't need to venture outside of Norway for an IKEA either. 
"That's not the restaurant" he chuckled, seeing the horror on his boyfriends face. 


Gylve continued walking on in silence as they climbed up the stairs and began walking through the bedroom 


aisle. 


It was like a life sized dollhouse, everything was split into sections that were fully furnished with everything 
you'd expect from an actual home. 


"Gylve, come on, don't be mad" Ted pouted as pushed his arm, letting his fingers fall and rest over the lapel of 


Gylve's leather jacket. 


"M not mad" he grumbled as he stared at each of the displays, was the entire store really compromised of 
little houses? 


It made his heart flutter a little bit though, fantasizing about furniture shopping with Ted.. 
"| just wanted our.'outing' to be a little bit more special" he said underneath his breath. 
This was his and Ted's first real date. 

Their entire relationship thus far was a whirlwind. 


Starting with a drunken kiss, continuing with regret, guilt, more drunken kissing and then the revelation that: 


okay.maybe, just maybe, they liked each other. 

It was a bumpy ride and he wanted at least one thing to go smoothly. 

"| thought you knew" Ted shrugged, eyeing a particularly soft looking bed. 

Well at least the lesson was learned: 

Never trust Per with dating advice. 

"Don't worry, the food here is actually pretty decent" 

And it was, although it was hardly anything Gylve would consider date-worthy. 


There was no candle, no smooth jazz, they didn't look over the ocean and the sexual tension was pretty much 


non-existent. 
In fact he kind of felt like he was in high school again. 


The chairs and tables seemed to be made of the same kind of pale wood and they had to drag their trays 


across the various displays and pick out from a small option of foods. 


They even looked like stereotypical lunch maids, with their hairnets and sunken in eyes as they slapped the foot 


on white ceramic plates. 

Gylve really wanted to go ape-shit now. 

Carrying his tray from the cashier he eyed his food: of course when in Sweden, you eat Swedish meatballs.. 
right? 

The table he ended up choosing (because it looked like it could be slightly romantic, or at the very least 
private) looked over a drab parking lot and the only music that was playing were the sounds of other people's 
conversation. 

They ate in relative silence, but Ted seemed content enough just devouring his plate of meatballs. 


Even though Gylve was still too nervous to even do more then cut one in half. 


After they out their trays on the trolley, they just aimlessly wandered the store some more, causing Gylve 


to become more and more dejected as the day dragged on 

"This is nice." Ted softly said to him, running his long fingers over a stainless steel stovetop. 
They were in the kitchen section now. 

"Yeah.it is" did they seriously just have their first date at IKEA? 

He crashed onto the couch in the makeshift room and let out a sigh. 


He closed his eyes and felt the cushion cave where Ted sat down next to him, subtly snuggling up where his 


arm was outstretched on the sofa. 
"What's wrong?" He asked, Gylve opened his eyes to see a concerned look on Ted's face. 
| wanted to take you somewhere more romantic" he whispered as people walked past them. 


"What's wrong with IKEA then?" Ted chuckled, turning more towards him. 


"We're in a furniture depot, that's what" he deadpanned and Ted thought for a moment. 
"Home planning is something couples do.." he teased, looking suggestively in Gylve's eyes. 


Ted looked around to make sure no one was looking: 


"Besides, | don't care where you take me, as long as you take me with you" and kissed him on the cheek. 


